" Oh ! but he isn't a man you can treat like that ! He'd be furious. If you think I'm telling you lies, go and see him yourself."
At this moment the bell rang.
" Ah ! There's Monsieur Roquin. Hurry up and let him in. Is the coffee keeping hot ? "
" Yes. ... I say, Uncle, I can go out now, can't I — now that your friend will be with you ? "
" Go out ? . .."
" Yes, just for a walk, with a pal. I can't go to bed so early. And where am I going to sit while you're talking ? . . . Unless you'd rather I stayed here with you ? "
The presence of the boy would have spoilt all the pleasure that Miraud promised himself of an evening with his old comrade. He hastened to say :
" Yes, of course, have your walk, have your walk I But, as you are so ambitious, don't spend too much of your time with people you pick up in the street."
"How are you?   All right?"
<e Yes — a bit worried about my nephew. He's wasting his time at the workshop, just as he wasted his time at school. And now he wants to change again. A gentleman with some business or other has offered him what he calls a job with a future. . . , Bah! . . . But it's the kind of reasoning you must expect from fellows like him. He tells me that he doesn't want to get to Peclet's age — you know Peclet, don't you ? — without making any more than he does."
" By the time your nephew gets to Peclet's age, the condition of the workers may have improved."
" He doesn't care whether it has or not. What he wants is not to grow mouldy in the status of a working man. He doesn't know yet just what social classes mean; but he has got the idea of changing his class already. It looks as though it was an instinct in some types of fellow, As soon as they realise what real work is — well, they've had enough of it. They say to themselves : £ There must be
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